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who had to be crushed, those who had to be kept in obedience and servitude; those who were born to feel the weight of force, to bow down to it in a cowardice at once affectionate and dutiful, They - who ? Clanricard himself; his ancestors, his descendants, all through the ages.
These thoughts swept through him like a squall, like a whirlwind of sand and debris. He was blinded by them. He had no power to judge these thoughts, no power at all, not even that of being ashamed of them. Barely did he realise, with the fleeting lucidity of a drunken man, that in all this there was something very frightening for the fate of humanity, for the near future, for those events whose threat had given him, ever since morning, a feeling of pressure at his temples.
The hind quarters of the last horses of the squadron, switching their tails nervously, dwindled away, were swallowed up by the street, merged into the substance of Paris. But the schoolmaster could not even succeed in seeing one of his poor children looking at him.